"All the books are here, and the harpsichord and the oboe," said
Jean-Frangois. "So, life is still beautiful/*

"Still, still," said Luc tenderly.

Then he asked,

"But how did you come, little Jean? I hope you have an
Ausweiss?**

"Oh, oh! Saint Luc is no longer in the clouds. Saint Luc him-
self knows that one must have an Ausweiss?* exclaimed Jean-
Frangois.

He began to laugh, and so did Luc. Jean-Frangois laughed very
loud and Luc almost silently. But in different registers it was the
same quality of laughter.

"Yes, I have an AiLsweiss^ Saint Luc," said Jean-Frangois. "And
even .. . and even . . ."

Jean-Francois paused for a moment, because he had been on
the point of saying that his safe-conduct was false and admirably
imitated. He concluded,

"And I'm even dying of hunger."

"We'll have lunch right away," said Luc.

He called the old housekeeper and asked her,

"What do we have that's good to-day?"

"Why, yellow turnips, like yesterday, Monsieur Luc," said the
servant.

"Ah! ah! and what else?"

"Some unrationed cheese,"t said the housekeeper.

"Ah! ah!" said Luc,

He looked at Jean-Francois with a guilty expression.

"There is still a little butter that Madame sent from the country
last week," said the housekeeper. "But we have no bread to put
it on."

"I have loads of bread tickets," exclaimed Jean-Frangois, "and
I even . . ."

He caught himself again. These tickets had been stolen for the
benefit of the organisation by a city hall employee, and Jean-
Frangois had been on the point of saying so.

"And I even can let you have them," Jean-Frangois added.

* This story belongs to the period when France was cut in two by a kind of inner
frontier end when, in order to pass from one zone to the other* it was necessary to
have a German safe-conduct,

f That is to say, without any nutritive value.
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